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Sing    of     maiden      leal     and      loved', 

And,  while     she     the     heart     can     claim, 
Let     the     song      by     her     approved , 

Shed     its      halo     o'er     her     name . 
Let     the     notes     to     nature     true, 

Melting     from     the     trembling     strings , 
Tell     how     foes     can     ne'er     subdue 

Hearts     to    whom     the     Minstrel     sings  . 


War     may     boast     its      mad'ning     joy, 

But      no     brow     has     ever     found 
Laurels     time     shall     not     destroy, 

'Till     the      bard     has     bound     them     round 
Waken     then     the     harp\s     wild     lore  ; 

Wreath     of    fame     by     Minstrel     won 
Shall     depart     and     be     no     more 

When     the     race     of     time     is      run. 
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An'    ae    sudden    blight    on     the    gentle    heart     fa'in1, 

Inflicts    the     deep    wound     naething    earthly     can    heal. 
The     Simmer    saw     Ronald    in     gladness     an'    glory, 

The    Autumn,    his    corse    on    the     far    battle— fiel', 
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Let     us     seek    the     proud     foe    and    bear    downward      amain., 
As     the     red    stream    of    ruin  descends    on     the     plain ;  ~ 
In     the     storm     of    the     battle     our    war    cry    shall     be  — 
The     Isle     of    the     ocean     shall     ever     be     free  ! 
To     your     arms !     to     your     arms !     &c . 


And    oh    when     the     terror     of     strife      dies  away, 

The    voices    we     love     all     our     toils     shall  repay  ; 

And     soft     looks     of     rapture     our     guerdon  shall     be 

In    the     Isle     of     the     ocean    the     home     of  the     free! 
To     your     arms!     to    your     arms!     *fcc . 
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The    breath     of     the      vale     is     faintly     blowing;  ; 
Each     river    and     stream     is     mournfully    flowing; 
The     birds     on     the     boughs     are     perched     in     sorrow, 
Since     thou     art     away     to     return     on     no      morrow  . 
Return!    return!     return,    Sec. 

The     dark     ocean     heaves     with     dismal     wailing  ; 
The     gaily     unmoor'd     refuses     sailing  ; 
The      voice     of    the     wave     is     heard     in     sadness, 
Singing     this     wail     in     mournful      madness  . 
Return!    return!    return,     Sec. 

No     more    in     the     Dun,    thy     pibroch     thrilling, 
Is     heard     at     eve     loves     fond     heart     filling; 
Each      maiden     and     swain     is      sad      in      sorrow, 
Since      thou     art      away      to      return     on      no     morrow . 
Return!    return!     return,     Sec. 


The  original  Song  is  printed  in  MacKayV  Collection  of  Highland  Pibrochs,  -published  at  Edin- 
burgh in  1838.  According  to  tradition  it  was  composed  by  a  daughter  of  MS  Leod  of  MS  Leod  of 
Dunvegan.  on  hearing  of  the  death  of  MS  Crummen,  (or  MacCrimmon)  the  family  Piper,  who  was  shot 
m  a  skirmish  between  a  party  of  General  Louden1  s  men  and  the  servants  of  MS  Intosh  of  Moy- 
hall,  a  few  nights  before  the  battle  of  Culloden  in  174-6.  The  original  melody  is  Gaelic,  but 
in  common  with  the  major  portion  of  Highland  Airs  consists  only  of  one  strain;  the  Author  of 
these    Melodies     has     added     the     second     part    in     order     to     adapt     it      to     the     English     translation  . 
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The     bloom     o1    youth     beamed     on     her    cheek, 

And      love     was     lowirr     in     her     e'e ; 
And     Cupids     played     at     hide     and     seek 
Around     us     at     the     thorn     tree: 
Oh    for    the     thorn     tree!    the     fair     the     spreading     thorn     tree! 
The     flame     o1     love     o;lows     bonnilie      below    the   spreading  thorn  tree. 

The    wanton     breeze,    wi1    downy     wing, 

Cam      soofin1     ower     us     canmlie   ; 
And     saft     and     sweet     the     burn     did     sing 
When     trottin     by     the      thorn     tree: 
Oh    for     the     thorn     tree!     the    fresh    the    milkwhite     thorn     tree! 
The     flame     o1    love     glows     bonnilie     below    the     spreading   thorn  tree 


I     clasped     my     lassie     to     my     heart  , 

And     vowed     my     love     should     lasting      be, 
And    wished     ilk     ill     might     be     my     part 
When     I     forgot     the     thorn     tree : 
Oh    for     the     thorn     tree!    the    bonny     bloomin:    thorn     tree! 
I  II    ever    mind     wi'    blythsome    glee    my    lassie    and    the    thorn    Jree 
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Scottish  and   true,    Full    blythly  you'll  welcome  the  Noble  Buccleuch 
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Ye     brave     Forest    lads     of    the     crook     and    the    plaid, 
Rally    round,     as    your     Sires     did,    when    bound    for    the    raid; 
When    beacon    fires    blazed    and    the    war    summons    blew 
"To     boot     and    to     saddle,"   with     gallant    Buccleuch! 
Gather     in,     gather     in,     Sec. 


Nor    you,    ye    brave    tars,    be    the     last    to     combine 
To     bid    hail    to     the    Lord    of    the    net,    drag,    and    line; 
When    the    coble    proves    luckless,    when    troubles    ensue, 
Did    you     e'er     lack    a    friend     in    the    kindly    Buccleuch  ? 
Gather     in,     gather     in,     Sec 
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When     friends     had      a1     done     what     they     dought , 

Right     sair     bumba/ed     my     state     to     see , 
A     bonny     lass     some     comfort     brought  — 
Til     mind     her    'till     the     day     I     dee! 
I     tauld     her     a"1     my    waefir     case* 

An1     how     Id     stri'en     at     hiding     o't; 
An%     blessings     on     her     bonny     face  ! 
She     saved     me     frae     the     biding     o'f  . 
An"1     hey     me!     how     me! 

H^ch     whow !     the     biding     o't  ; 
For     a"     fhe     ills     I've     had     to     dree, 
Were     trifles     to     the     biding     o1!    . 
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When     cares    gather     'round     me,     baith     darksome     an'    eerie, 
An'    love    'mid     the     storm     sinkin1     down     seems     to     fa1, 

Ae    kind     speaking     glance     frae     the     ee     o'    my     dearie 
■->  Frae     life1s     lowering     sky     clears    the     dark     clouds     awa1: 

The     eye     is     love1*     sun,     and,     though     storms     may    it     cover, 
It     bursts     forth    wi'     glory    in     hopes     smiling     day; 

An'    what     can    cheer    up    the    lone    heart     o'    a     lover 

Like    love     shining     bright     in    the     eye's     sparkling     ray! 
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He     staid    wi'    them     a'     for     a     week,    time     about, 

Feastin',     an1     fuddlin',     an'     a',     man; 
Till     he     fairly    had    riddled    the     puir     bodies     out, 

An1    they    thocht    he    was     ne'er    gaun    awa',    man : 
An1     neither    he    was ;     he     had     naething    to     do ; 
He     had     made     a'    their     fortunes     and     settled    them    too; 
Though    they    ne'er    saw    a    boddle,    they    had    naething    to    say, 

For    they    thocht    they    wad     soon    hae    it    a',     man  . 

But     when    our     braw    uncle     had     stay'd     here     a     year, 

I     trow     but     he    wasna     a     sma'      man  _ 
Their     tables     cam     down     to    their    auld    hamilt     cheer, 

An1     he     gat     himself    book'd    to     gae    'wa',     man . 
Yet    e'er    the    coach     started,    the     hale     o'    his     kin 
Cam    to     the    coach— door,     maistly    chokin'    him     in; 
An1     they    press'd    on     him    presents     o'    a'    they    could    fin', 

An'    he    vow'd     he     had     done     for    them     a',     man  . 


An'     say    had    he     too;     for    he     never    cam'    back: 

My    sang!     but     he    wasna     a     raw      man, 
To     feast     for     a     year    without     paying     a     plack 

An'     gang    wi1     sic    presents     awa',     man  . 
An1     aften    he     bragg'd    how     he     cheated     the     greed 
0'    his    grey    gruppy    kinsmen    be— north    c    the    Tweed : 
-An'     the     best     o't,    when     auld     uncle    Willie    was     dead  _ 
He     left     them    just  _  naething     ava,     man. 
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IBS 


V 


\ 


M^=^g 


^ 


V 


south,  land   breeze     rustles         out       through     the    green    woods     The 


3 


* 


^^ 


^=F 


the       lift,       and      the        merl       on       the       tree,       Baith 


J-   i         i 

f      TT 


^v 


^ 


^ 


^i 


i 


45 


When    amang    the    crisp    heather    upon    the     hill— side, 
Mine     ee     fou     o'     rapture,    my    soul     foil    o1    pride, 
The    wee    heather    Untie     and    wild     hinny— bee 
A'    join     in     the     strain    wi'     my    fiddle     an'     me  . 
When     daund'rin1     at    e'en     down    the     dark    dowie     dells, 
To     cheer    the    wee    gowans,     an1    charm    the    wee     bells, 
The     sweet     purling     rill     wimples     doun    to     the     sea, 
Dancing     li2;ht    to    the    notes     o1     my    fiddle     an1     me- 


At     kirn     or     at    weddin',     at     tryst    or    at     fair, 
There's     nae     heart— felt     music    unless    we     be    there , 
Wi1    a     spark    in     my    heart     an'     a     drap     in     my    ee , 
The    vera     floor     loups    to     my    fiddle     an1     me  . 
My    fiddle's     my    life    spring,     my    fiddle's     my    a', 
She    clings     to     me     close,    when     a1    else     are     awa'; 

Time     may    force    friends    to    part,   he     may    wyle    faes    to"    gree, 
Death     only    can     part     my    auld     fiddle    an1    me  . 
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bonnie  braes     o'     Scot  -  land,  My  blessings    on    them    a';  May 
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peace    be  found  in      il  _  _ka  cot,  An' joy     in    il__ka     ha1:        Whaur 
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O!    the     bonnie     braes     o'     Scotland, 

That     hame     sae     dear     to     me  : 
And,    hame,    it     is     a     kindly    word, 

Whaure'er    that     hame     may    be  . 
My    wearied    thoughts     I     oft    recall 

To    those     once     sunny    days  , 
When    youthfu'    hearts     together    joy'd 

'Mang     Scotland's     bonnie    braes . 
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flowing  light   il_lumes  the   past,    And     we     are   young   a.  gain. 
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Ca__le_don,   ma  _jes_tic,  bold,  O'er  -tops    her  mantling     sky,     And 
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min_strel   and  .the   bard   must  raise    On   high  the  he-roes    fame;    Each 
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Then     sweep     again    the     mountain    lyre, 

Raise!     raise    your    voices     high; 
And-   Fan     more     bright    the    sacred    fire, 

Which    lights    sweet     freedom's    sky 
"Till     meek     eyed    peace     and    blue    eyed    love 

On     earth    together     dwell  ; 
Thus,     when    the    earth    is    heaven    above, 

Oh.   who    would    sigh    farewell. 
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Victoria  !  in  Homage  to  Thee, 

Scotland  Yet, 

Wallace's  Lament, 

I  carina  leave  my  Hieland  Hame, 

Those  hours  I  spent  with  Thee, 

Oh  Lassie  !  dear  Lassie,  '  . 

In  the  days  o'  Langsyne, 

My  Love  is  asleep  in  yon  bower, 

The  Heath  is  not  faded  you  brought, 

When  Autumn  has  laid  her  sickle  by, 

O  my  Love,  night  is  come, 

My  Bonnie  Wife, 

Wi'  Garlands  nae  mair, 

Scotia's  Thistle  guards  the  Grave, 

Oh,  why  left  I  my  Hame, 
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George  Allan. 
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George  Allan. 
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Robert  Gilfillan. 

William  Miller. 
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Robert  Gilfillan. 
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I  form'd  a  Green  Bower, 

Young  Donald  frae  his  Love's  away, 

Caledonia  ! 

The  bright  Sun  o'  Simmer, 

Love  came  to  the  Door  o'  my  Heart, 

We  met  when  Spring  had  starred  the  Vale ! 

Oh  !  Strike  the  Wild  Harp  !       . 

My  fair,  my  faithful  Somebody  ! 

I  have  lov'd  Thee  only, 

Ours  is  the  Land  o'  gallant  Hearts  ! 

Rise  !  Rise  !  Lowland  and  Highlandmen  ! 

The  Dowie  Dens  o'  Yarrow ! 

Old  Scotland  Fare-thee-well ! 

More  dear  art  Thou  to  me, 

Troubadour's  Serenade, 

We'll  meet  yet  again, 

The  bonny  Lass  o'  Deloraine, 

The  bonny  Lass  o'  Annandale !  (written  to  the  above  air) 

Gather  in  !  Gather  in  ! 

The  wild  Glen  sae  Green,  .... 

Thy  Hope  may  be  bright, 

Farewell !  Farewell !        . 

I  will  think  of  Thee  yet, 

The  Maniac  Song,  ..... 

Albion  !  the  Queen  of  the  Main !      . 

The  Mavis  sings  on  Mary's  bower  ! 

My  own  Highland  Vale  !        . 

Be  with  me,  Dearest !  .... 

0  !  the  happy  Days  o'  Youth !  .  .  . 

Arm  !  Arm  for  the  Battle,  ye  Brave  ! 

Dirge  written  upon  the  Death  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Bart., 

Forget  Thee  !    Can  I  ever?         .... 

Is  your  Warpipe  Asleep  ? 

A  Bumper  to  Thee, 

I'll  meet  Thee,  Love, 

Lament  for  the  Stewarts  of  Appin, 

They  bring  me  Flowers, 

The  Harp  of  the  Troubadour, 

My  Chosen  and  my  Fairest, 

Scotia !  .... 

Lament  for  the  Ettrick  Shepherd,     . 

The  Yellow  Locks  o'  Charlie,     . 

The  Land  o'  Cakes  !    (written  to  the  above  air) 

Flora's  Lament, 

O,  Bonnie  were  the  Bowers ! 

Farewell,  my  Wild  Hill  Harp, 
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OPINIONS   OF    THE   PKESS 

UPON 

"OHXGMAL  XATXOXAL  XILOBX] 

SCOTLAND," 

COMPOSED  BY  PETER  M'LEOD. 


"  Mr  M'Leod  has  now  produced  a  volume  of  Music  which,   if  we  are   not  greatly 

mistaken,  will  not  only  confer  an  immortality  on  himself,  but  will  prove  a  boon  to  his 

country." 

Caledonian  Mercury, 

28th  June  1838. 

"  We  have  no  doubt  that  this  elegant  Work  will  find   its  way  into  the  boudoir  of 

many  a  fair  lady." 

Fife  Herald, 
5th  July  1838. 

"  These  efforts  are  distinguished  by  the  same  plaintive  melody,  the  same  impas- 
sioned breathing,  which  have  come  to  us  from  the  ancient  lyrics. 

"Asa  Collection  of  Original  Melodies,  composed  by  one  Individual,  it  is  deservino- 
of  all  encouragement ;  but  its  claims  to  public  attention  rest  upon  higher  Grounds.  It 
is  a  work  of  sterling  merit,  and  ought  to  be  found  on  the  table  of  every  admirer  of 
Scottish  Song." 

Scotsman, 
18th  July  1838. 

"  This  is  a  beautiful  and  truly  National  Collection  of  Songs,  from  the  pens  of  some 
of  the  best  of  our  living  Poets,  arranged  to  Music  of  a  chaste,  graceful,  and  pleasing 
character,  by  Mr  M'Leod." 

United  Service  Gazette, 
4th  August  1838. 
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"  We  hope  Me  M'Leod  will  continue  to  write  Melodies,  and  not  allow  that  harp 
to  be  unstrung  which  has  sung  so  often  and  so  well,  of  joy  and  sorrow,  of  hope  and 
love,  of  the  freedom  and  worth  of  his  native  land." 

Fifeshire  Journal, 
9th  August  1838. 

"  He  exhibits  great  taste,  and  skill,  and  felicity  of  invention  in  adapting  his  Melodies 
to  the  spirit  and  character  of  the  Songs." 

Glasgow  Constitutional, 
25th  August  1838. 

"  The  compositions  are  well  adapted   to  the  subjects;   and   the  sympathy  of  the 

Scottish  style  has  been  successfully  imitated." 

Dundee  Courier, 
20th  November  1838. 

"  We  believe  the  successful  Melodist  has  not  only  words  before  him  to  which  he 
composes,  but  also  the  rare  gift  of  entering  into  the  feelings  of  the  Poet,  causing  that 
happy  union  of  Music  to  immortal  Verse.  This  quality  Mr  M'Leod  has  in  a  hio-h 
degree,  and  it  is  this  that  gives  his  Melodies  that  tone  of  originality  and  diversity  of 
character  which  stamps  them  as  decidedly  National." 

Edinburgh  Chronicle, 
5th  January  1839. 

"  In  the  volume  before  us  there  are  Sixty-One  Songs  by  different  Authors,  the 
Music  to  each  composed  by  Mr  Peter  M'Leod,  and  many  of  them  happily  conceived 

and  beautifully  expressed." 

Woolwich  Advertiser, 
9th  February  1839. 

"  We  regret  exceedingly  that  we  have  not  had  an  earlier  opportunity  of  noticing 

this   interesting  and   truly  beautiful   production.      Its   exterior   is   got  up   hi  a   style 

equal  to  that  of  the  best  of  our  Annuals,  while  the  Lyrics  which  it  contains,  and  the 

appropriate  Original  Melodies  to  which  they  are  married,  make  it  a  highly  valuable 

accession  to  the  stock  Music  of  the  '  Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood.'     It  is  a 

work  eminently  worthy  of  the  Northern  Athens,  and  ought  to  have  a  place  in  all  our 

musical  libraries.     So  natural  and  sympathetic  is  the  connection  (between  the  Poetry 

and  Music),  that  after  hearing  a  few  notes  of  the  symphony,  we  can  at  once  predicate 

the  character  of  the  words." 

■    The  Sheffield  Iris, 

24th  December  1839. 
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